to-morrow ? After he had shown himself so docile, would it be proper for him to try to regain the upper hand, to take charge of things in his own way ? And, in the first place, he would have to know the way.
Here he was at the corner of the boulevard Rochechouart, more uncertain than ever* He was not even sure that he was going to lose his virginity nest Thursday.
Some " whores " were lying in wait on the pavement; some " bitches ** were walking up and down the sandy path in the middle. Wazemmes looked them over with unaccustomed insolence. When he passed one of them, he was not afraid to stare at her. He examined her eyes, her mouth, the shape of her lips. Inside him, he felt like laughing.
He crossed the Place du Delta. Once more he saw the spot where the lady in the 'bus had accosted him several hours earlier. He had an impression that a woman who had just passed him had been giving him the glad eye. " I must attract them/* He went up to a mirror in a chemist's window and looked at himself. A remnant of the " April Smile " scent haunted his nostrils. He was sorry about that piece of silliness ; but it did not hurt him, because it seemed to him that he had surmounted it.
He thought about women in general with some contempt.
Prostitutes, of course ; but what about the others ?
As a matter of fact, in spite of his comrades* conversation, in spite of his own imaginings, he had not believed that they were really so shameless. " But still, look what they are capable of! " He was disappointed to find them incredibly like what he had dreamed about them. When her was a few years older, when he had made a lot of money in business, what wouldn't they do to gorge themselves on him?
Corner of the boulevard Barb&s. The boulevard de la Chapelle. Wazemmes walked underneath the viaduct of the M£tro. Big square pillars, then cast-iron columns. The columns grew taller. Before the footsteps of the young who was still virgin stretched an enormous hypostyle

